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probably to demonstrate his approval of my divorce, but I never
know when to expect it.
Every time Terence comes to see Albert he trots out some fresh
excuse for his latest delinquency. Or else he flares up and de-
nounces me for managing so poorly that I need the money he prom*
ised to pay. Then when I am cool to his good-by kiss—it seems
odd to me a divorced couple should be kissing—he flies into a rage.
Terence and I shouldn't have married in the first place, I guess.
We only knew each other twenty-seven days. At that time we both
belonged to the Air Force, but our meeting wasn't especially dra-
matic. The war was over, and I was feeling anxious about how I'd
adjust to civilian life. We met aboard a war-weary C-47 on the way
from New York to the West Coast. Engine trouble forced us down
at Milwaukee. During the four days we were waiting for repair
parts Terence and I got fairly well acquainted. He took me out to
lunch and dinner all four days. I thought he was attractive. After
we reached the Coast and went our separate ways, I found little
slips of paper tucked in everything—my purse, my cigarette case,
the pockets of my blouse, in my cap, in the fingers of my gloves.
Each slip of paper gave Terence's name, serial number, and ad-
dress and said, "I love you, darling. Please, please call.*
In about three weeks we were married. My father was furious.
He disapproved of the haste, and he disliked Terence before they
even met. My father wanted me to go back to college—I joined the
Air Force in my junior year—although he had complained of the
cost of my tuition and sneered at my scholastic record. I wasn't in
the top third of my class. I wasn't bid to a sorority. I wasn't an
officer in any dub. I wasn't a success in college. I've always failed
at everything. It seems to me whatever I do is bound to be wrong.
My divorce has worked out poorly, too. When I got my decree,
I bad no idea tibe nights would be so long and lonely. Of course, I
have Albert, but an eight-year-old boy isn't a very stimulating com-
paakBou Girls are usually closer to their mothers. I love my son, but
he is as contentious as his father. When Albert doesn't get his way,
he sulks and pulls his black, heavy eyebrows together and looks

